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The Tragedy 

1 can no longer hold me patient. 

Heare me you wrangling pirates that fall out, 

I fhaking out that which you haue pild from me : 

Which of you tremble not that looke on me ^ 

If not, thatl being , you bow like rubiei1:s. 

Y ei that by you dilpofd , you quake like rebels 
O gentle villaine , doe not turneaway. 

O'/o. Foule wrinkled witch, what makUl: thou in myfightj. 
Afar. But repiticion ofwhat thou hall mard. 
That will I make , before I let thee goe ^ 

A husband and a fonne thou oweft vnto me. 

And thoua kingdome , all of you alleagence : 

The ferrow that! haue byrightis yours. 

And all the pleafures you vfurpe , is mine. 

Thecurfe my noble father layd one thee. 

When thou didft Crownehis warlike browes with paper,' 
And; with thy fcorne drew riuers from his eyes, 

And then to drie them , gau’fr the Duke a clout 
Steeptin the blood ofpritty Rutland ; 

His curfes then from biternefl’e of foule. 

Denounc’d againft thee, are fallen vpon thee, 

And God , not vye , hath plagued thy bloody deed. 

So iufris God to. xite the innocent. 

HaB.O twasthe fouleft deed to flay that Babe, 

And the moft mercilefle thateuer was heard of. 

Mi. Tyrants themfelues wept when it was reported, 
T>^<?>/No man but proplaeficd reuenge-for it, 
'Muc.NonbHmberUxdxUcitn prefent, wept to fecit. 

were you fnarling all before I came,' 
Ready to catch' each other by the throat. 

And turnc you now, your hatred now on me 
Did forkes dread curfepreuaile lb much with heauen^ 

That death my louely £fi;r^,r<;/r death, 

Their Kingdomes, loft my woefull banifhment/ 

Could all but anfvyere for that pecuifh brat ? 

Can curfes pearce the Clouds, and enter heauen ; 

Why then giue v/ay dull Clouds to my quicke cui fes 
ifnotby wane, by furfet die your Kmg. 

As ours by murder to make him a King. 
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c/ Richard the Third. 

Edward my fonne , which now is Prince of fTaUs, 

For Edward tey foftne, which was the Prince of ff’ales^ 
Died in his youth by like untimely violence, 

Thylelfea Q.ncene, formethat wasaQueene, 

Out -line thy glory, like my wretched felfe : 

Long maytt thou line to wailc thy childrens loflc. 

And fee another,as I fee thee now 

Deckt in thy glory.as thou art ftald in mines 

Lcng dye thy happy dayes before thy death. 

And after many lengthned houres of griefe. 

Dye neyther mother, wife, nor Sngldnds Quecne, 
.^/«fr/and‘2)oryff;,you were ftandersby. 

And fo waft thou Lord Hafiings, when my fonne 
Was ftabd with bloody daggers , God I pray him 
That none of you, may liue your naturall age. 

But by fome vnlookt accident cut off. 

Glo. Haue done thy charme thou hateful! withered hag. 
Q.Mar.^t^^i leaue out tbee?ftay dog for thou ffialJhcare 
If heauen haue any grieuousplague in ftorc, /me 

Exceeding thofe that I can wifh vpon thee ; ' 

O let them keepe it till thy /innes be ripe. 

And then hurle downe their indignation 
On thee the troubler of the poorc worlds peace; 

TliC worme of confcience ftill begnawthy foule, 

Ihy friends fufpea for traytors whilft thou liueft, 

■ And cake decpe traytors for thy deareft friends, 
Nofleepedele vp the deadly eyes of thine, 

Vnleffe it be whilft fome tormenting dreame 

Affrights thee with a hell of vgly diuels, 

Thoueluifh markt, aboriiue rooting hog. 

Thou that w aft feald in thy natiuity 

Tu of hell, 

ihou flander of thy mothers heauy wombe. 

Thou loathed jflue of thy fathers loyncs. 

Thou rag of honour,tbou detefted, &c 
<J 10 . Margrtt. 

Glo. Ha ? 

^ tbee not. 

‘’.Then cry thee mercy; for I had thought. 
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